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" I envy you that bush, Mrs, Pascoe," said
Mrs. Durrant, pointing the parasol with which
she had rapped on the door at the fine clump of
St, John's wort that grew beside it. Mrs, Pascoe
looked at the bush deprecatingly.

" I expect my son in a day or two," said Mrs.
Durrant. " Sailing from Falmouth with a friend
in a little boat. . . . Any news of Lizzie yet,
Mrs, Pascoe ? "

Her long-tailed ponies stood twitching their
ears on the road twenty yards away. The boy,
Curnow, flicked flies off them occasionally. He
saw his mistress go into the cottage; come out
again ; and pass, talking energetically to judge
by the movements of her hands, round the
vegetable plot in front of the cottage. Mrs.
Pascoe was his aunt. Both women surveyed a
bush. Mrs. Durrant stooped and picked a sprig
from it. Next she pointed (her movements were
peremptory ; she held herself very upright) at
the potatoes. They had the blight. All potatoes
that year had the blight. Mrs. Durrant showed
Mrs. Pascoe how bad the blight was on her
potatoes. Mrs. Durrant talked energetically ;
Mrs, Pascoe listened submissively. The boy
Curnow knew that Mrs. Durrant was saying
that it is perfectly simple ; you mix the powder
in a gallon of water ; "I have done it with my